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YOU WELL KNOW, 
A A SCIENTIFIC GENIUS/ 
INVENTED THIS PLASTIC 
BALLOON AND ALL THE 
APPARATUS "TO MOVE IT 
INTO SPACE .' AS FAR AS 
"ARTH IS CONCERNED, IT 
-OOKS LIKE AN ALIEN 
WORLD, READY TO 
CONQUER THEM.' 
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YES, BUT ITS ONLY A 
BIS BLUFF / I'LL 
TELL THEM ... 

T©0 AHEAD 
f YOU HAVE NO 
t WITNESSES/ 
WHO WILL- 



THATS RIGHT.' FRIGHTENED 
PEOPLE NEVER LISTEN TO 
REASON .' AND I CAN'T BRINO 
AMY WITNESSES OUT HERE TO 
EMPTY SFACEi MAWM...I TH1UK. | 
■■D BETTER TRY DESTROYING 
"~ BALLOON 
ASA IN .' 
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JANE and LOOPIE 

By 

Larry Steinfeldt 
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TOURING the important television audi- 
tions Jane wasn't nervous. Before, 
she had always felt alone while doing her 
monologues and imitations. This time she 
performed with 'Loopie the Imp', a ven- 
triloquist's dummy her father had made 
for her. 

It was Loopie's show. The technicians fell 
in love with Jane's red-haired puppet. The 
engineer who controlled the microphone 
kept adjusting it to Loopie. Jan* created 
a perfect illusion. In case of a tie run-off 
though, Jane had in reserve her impersona- 
tion of an angry cop. But she didn't have 
to do it. She received the coveted prize: 
a ten-week engagement for a sponsored 
television show. 

The contestant who placed second was 
a tense small man who did a magic act. 
Jane thought he was very good, and she 
wouldn't have thought it wrong if he had 
taken first prize. Nevertheless, she was 
Startled when he showed deep resentment 
over losing to her. 

"You couldn't have won if you didn't 
have the dummy," he said tightly to her 
as he left the studio. 

Jane spent much of the time before the 
first television show with her dad in his 
odd downstairs workshop. It was octa- 
gonally shaped and had a door on each wall 
leading to a different section of the house. 
Jane's father kept himself occupied there 
almost all of the time" since her mother 
had died. But he was never too busy to 
take time off from his scientific and mech- 
anical model making work to be her sever- 
est and most appreciative critic. 

She liked rehearsing her act in the work- 
shop. Besides having her father for a 
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sympathetic and understanding audience, 
she liked the shop's unusual acoustics. She 
could create the illusion of her voice's 
coming from any section of the shop. She 
liked to pretend that she was making an 
entrance now from one doorway, and now 
from another. When her father rubbed his 
fuzzy chin, took his glasses off, rubbed the 
strain out of his eyes, and nodded chuck- 
ling appreciation for his teen age daugh- 
ter's ability, she was very happy. 

The day before Jane's first telecast, her 
dad looked up and saw the tense pent up 
excitement in her face and pushed away 
from his work. 

"Put Loopie down," he. said taking the 
dummy from her and placing it carefully 
on the work bench. We're going out for a 
ride, supper and a movie." 

They went out and had a grand even- 
ing's fun together. When they returned it 
was fairly late and they went to sleep im- 
mediately. 

gOMETIME after midnight Jane wok« 
suddenly. She thought she had heard 
something in the shop. Listening, she de- 
cided that it was her imagination. She was 
too keyed up, too excited. She lay back and 
a moment later she sat up again sharply. 
She had heard a noise. 

She slipped out of bed and went into her 
father's room. He was deep in sleep. She 
didn't want to wake him unnecessarily. 
She might be mistaken. 

She went into the shop and snapped on 
the light. She looked about. All the equip- 
ment, machines, models were undisturbed. 
All things looked as they should have. 
She snapped off the light. It was a case of 
(Please turn to next page) 
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nerves she decided, and went back to her 
room and to sleep. • 

TPHE sound of her father's familiar steps 

in the hall woke her a little later. He 
must have heard something, too. Jane slip- 
ped out of bed. 

"Who are you and what have you 
there?" she heard her father ask. ' 

"Stay where you are or you'll get hurt!" 
came a cold rasping reply. 

Jane opened one of the side doors, rat- 
tling the doorknob. Then swiftly, she slip- 
ped back to the door through which her 
father had entered his workshop. 

It was an eerie dramatic setting. Her 
father hadn't put the light on, and she 
could see the two men facing each other 
in half shadows, the Only light being a 
chink of light from the moon showing 
through the high basement windows. 

"I've got a gun," the intruder said. 

Jane knew that her irate policeman im- 
personation must be rusty. Yet she felt a 
great deal depended on how well she could 
do it now. 

"Father," she asked in her own worried 
voice, "are you all right?" 

"Yeh," the man said holding something 
tightly to him and backing towards the 
door through which he had come into the 
shop. "He's all right." Now she saw that 
the man wore a handkerchief mask and she 
had a vague feeling that the intruder was 
someone she had seen before., 

"Uncle Tim!" she spoke to the door she 
had opened first. It was black in shadow. 
"Uncle Tim, are you there!" The masked 
man turned quickly but inky blackness 
met his eyes. 

"Yes, I'm here," came the voice in a rich 
angry brogue. "I'm thinking whether I 
should sh'oot this thieving crook." 

The man stood trapped, desperate. His 
wild frenzy was electric in the room. 

"A crook in me own house," the imagin- 
ary cop said. 

"But if he drops his gun, Uncle Tom,'* 



Jane pleaded as her father listened, dumb- 
founded at the performance. "Please, your 
gun," she said softly to the man as though 
she wanted to save his life. * 
- The man placed the gun on the floor and 
kicked it along in the direction of her 
father. Her father picked up the gun and 
Jane snapped the lights on. The man, itill 
holding the object he had stolen, took his 
mask off. It was the magician who had 
placed second in the television auditions, 
and the thing he held was Loopie. Jane 
went to him and took her precious dummy. 

"I was going to steal your dummy, 
thinking that would put you 'out of the 
■how. I'd step into your place then," he 
said. 

"Shall we call the police?" her father 
asked her. 

Jane puzzled over that. The man wasn't 
a professional thief, yet he had a gun. 
"Where did you get the gun?" she asked. 

"Look at it." he told Jane's dad, shrug- 
ging. "Call the police." he said to Jane. 
"You won. You proved you didn't need the 
dummy to win." 

Jane's father. laughed. The gun was a 
toy. He showed it to Jane. 

"Please leave," Jane told the man. 

They followed him as he went the way 
he had come in. Just before he went out 
into the night he said, "Good luck, kid. 
The best man won." 

Her father locked up the house. "I'll 
have to be less forgetful," he said, "less 
forgetful." 

June tucked Loopie into the bed with 
her this time. "Good night, Loopie," she 
said. 

"Good night, Jane," Loopie replied and 
winked. "You surely had me fooled with 
that brogue of yours. Television is going 
to love you." 

"Stop saying things like that," Jane said 
■s she snuggled down laughing softly. 
"Now go to sleep." 

"You too," Loopie said. "Good lu«k to- 
morrow, Jane," 

THE END 
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FAMOUS && LEAGUE 



*FREDDIE AND I GO FOR. 
THE v DOUBLE-PLAY' OF 
£TYLE AND WEAR THAT 
WINTHROP $HOE* GIVE U* 

"Yes sir, Winthrop Shoes bat ; 
thousand' for style, comfort a 
Jong wear. They're rugged, they're 
different, they're just the thing for |g 
active feet — grown or gro 
Winthrops a 




league' in every way. " - " 3", n.nnf 

40N OF FAMOUS BALLPLAYER FOLLOWS IN DADS FOOTSTEP* 
* ON OF fSeDJR 5^ : *I fURE LIKE THE IDEA OF WEARING 

winthr6p or*, styled ou*t LIKE. DAD'* 

"No 'kid style shoes for me. My Winthrop Jrs. are styled just 
exactly like Dad's- the only difference is the size. All the kids want 
■ cm — they're in 'first place' with all my gang." 





"tylNTHROpjRS for boys 

Sizes 1 to 9 
^WlNTHROP SHOES for men 
WINTHROP SHOE COMPANY • 



Shown here is Winthrop's exclu- 
sive Klomp identically styled for 
men and boys with rocker bottom 
and rugged rolled-edge sole. Also 
available in half-track and triple- 
decker rubber soles. 
INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY • SAINT LOUIS 



